rht moft hmentahU Tfageij 

^ P’’®y A u 

&e P.Zl have done- 

re^Te/remeh-y^ ere Ir.nrit ,andl m.ght Uvetofee 

thee married oncey I have my wi^» 

Old La. Mary that marry is the very Thcame 
I came to talke ot : tell me daughter 'juUet, 

How ftands your difpofitions tobe married ? 

?«/«. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. Anhoftre 1 vere not lonely Ntirfe ylvould fay thou 
kadfi ht'ckt thy wifdontefrom thy teat. 

Old La. Well, thinke ofMarriage now, younger than you 
Here in Verona, Ladies of efteemc. 

Are made already mothers by my count ; 

I was your mccher much upon thefe yeares 

That you are now a maide : thus then mbriete. 

The valiant T<»r^feekes you fbrhis love. 

Nnrie. A man jomg Lady, Lady, fuch a man at alltheworld^ 

Whyhee'samanofvpaxe. r t n 

Summer hath not fuch a flower. . 

Nurfe. Nay hees a flowery in faith a very flow eri 
Old Z^.What fay you? can you love the Gentleman ? 

This night you fliall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read o re the volume of young Paris face. 

And finde delight writ there with beauties pen. 

Examine every feverall lineament, 

And fee how one another lends content : 

And what obfcur*d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious booke ol love, this unbound lover, 

Tobeautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

The fifh lives in the fea, and ’tis much pride. 

For Faire without the faire within to hide : 

That booke in many eyes doth flbare the glory, 

T hat in gold clalpes locke s in the goldeti ftory : 

So fliall you (hare all that he doth pofl’efle. 
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p/ Romeo W Joliet. 

0/iiA-*. Speakc briefly, can you like of love . 

lull- rie lookc to like, if looking liking move. 

Bucnomoredeepewill lendartminceye, ■e.,t~rer-uin^ 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it flye. E f 

Solving. Madam, the guefts arc come , fupper ferv d up, you 
calld,my foung Lady askt for , the Nurfe curftinthe^mj, 
and every thing in extremity : Imuft hence to wait, I befecch 

you follow ftra it. , ^ ^ 

Mo. We follow thee : fulut the Coiintie irayw. 


Enter Romeo, Mercutio.Benvolio.w/VA^t'e or fixe other 
Maskers ^ T orch-hearers . 

Rom. W hat ? fhall this fpcech be fpokc for our excufe ? 

Or fhall we on without Apology ? _ ^ 

Ben. The date is out ot fuch prolixity. 

Wee’ll have no Cufid hood-winkt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow -keeper, n 
But let them meafure us by what they will. 

Wee’ll meaiure them a mealiire and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a Torch ,1am. not for this amWing, 

Being but heavic I will bearethe light. 

Ater^ Nay gentle Romeo y we muft have you dance. 

Not I believe me, you have dancing fliooes 
W ich nimbi e foies ; I have a Ibule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move.. 

Mer . Y ou are a Lover , borrow (fief ids wings> 

And lore with them above a common bound- 
Rom lam too fore enpe^rced with His (haft. 

To foare with his light feathers ; and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe. 

Under loves heavie burthen doe Lfinke- 
Mety And to flnke in it (hould yon burthen love. 

Too great oppreffion for a tender thing. 

Romc9y 
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